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I Y00 WANT Noane,
Don't Read This Column,

Half of this eolamn lmlunp-.- to N L Nowsom,
and when pabid for fr gives him n considorable
povid up intersst in Tun Ruwokexninon Naws,
and i enstomers fBoek to hitn ax freoly ne on
former advortisemonts, no doubt he will bo able
to PRy for it,

Lot tx Introdase the snlijest by saking a few
Iending questions
DO YOU WANT MONEY ?

CALL ON R, 1., NEWEOM,

DO YOU WANT COLLECTIONS MADE?

CALL ON W L. NEWROM.

DO YOU WANT TORELL A CANI NOTEY

CALL ON R, Iy, NEWROM,
DO YOU WANT TO RENT PROPERTY?

CALLON I, L. NEWROM,
DOYOU WANT TO BUY A FARM?

CALL ON R, L. NEWEOM.

WHO HAS MORE THAN TWENTY
HOUZES AND FARMS PLACED IN HI8
MANDS TO BELL AND IENT.

R. L. NEWBOM,

WHY ! Decanes be makes his rentors will.
ing to pay aud alwiys solleets and aeouunts for
the rutit money, nad charges only & roasona-
ble oorsmission fur his services, nnd porties
having property to vont find they muke more
olonr money than to rent out thelr own prop-
orly. CALL ON R, L, NEWSOM,.

DO YOU WANT AN ACCOMMODATION
BY PAYING FOR IT? )

CALL ON R, L. NEWSOM,

DO YOU WANT TO BE ACCOMMODA-
TED WITHOUT PAVING FORIT?

CALL ON SOMEBOBY ELSE.

DO YOU WANT A BUILDING LOT?

CALL ON R. L. NEWSOM.

DOYOUWANT AFULL-RIGGED HORSE

BAM, HARNESS AND WAGUN Y
Ll CALL ON I, L, NEWEOM,

DO YOU WANT LATHS OR BRICKS?
CALL ON R. L. NEWSOM,
TWO OR THREE DWELLING HOUSES

TO REXT.
CALLOX R, L. NEWEOM.
DO YOU WANT HANCOUK COAL FROM
ONE WAGON LOAD TO FIVE THCUS.
AND BUSHELS?
CALL ON R. L. NEWBOM,
Do you want Lo buy or rent the Clinrles Mat.

tingly Furin, 8 wiles south of ‘_‘Iu\'nrj-.‘rlY
By TR T CALL ON R. L. NEWSOM.

PO YOU WANT ANYTHING BOUGHT

ORBOLDY
CALL ON I, L. NEWSOM

DO YOU WANT A NEW WAGON?
CALL ON It L. NEWSOM,
Do you want n ponsion ? 1 am nuthorized
by the Pension Bavenu to practice bofore thit

dopnrtment, ) o
CALL ON R, L, NEWSOM.

If two young gontlemen want a mice hed
room, woll Snished, and in a very suitable

lace
TN CALL ON I, L, NEWS0M.
Do you want & Gan of any deseription? I
nim prapared to have Rifle Gune made to order
Also hive arrangoments for ordering Shot
Guns to sult partics; st prices ranging from

%.00 to §75.00,
" ' CALL ON R. L. NEWSOM.
PRICE OF COAL SUBJECT TO CHANGE
WITHOUT NOTICE. -
CALL ON R, L. NEWSOM:*
TWO YOKE OF OXEN FOR SALE,
CALL ON R. L, NEWSOM.
Remembor you oan get nimpal anything you
want for the money, and sometimes without it,
depending on the huwmor you eateh me In,

CALL ON R, L, NEWSOM.

I am agent for one of the best Shiogle Fue-
tories on the Ohie river, 17 you want Gouod

Shingles, CALL 0% 1. T, NEWBOM,
IF YOU WANT NONK OF TIHESE

THINGS YOU ARE HAPPY,
It. L. NEWRSOM.

EOLDIERS HAVING SERVED IN THE
Mexioan, Creek, Beminole and Dluek Hawk
wars, will do well by registering their nnmes
with R. L. NEWEOM,
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ANTIOOTE TO MALARIA,

ST.ABIE,

Keops spleadid

Wagons, Buggles and Saddle Horses

far hire, WLl thke the beat of care of Herses

loft (o feed, BROUOKS & JORDAN,

J: A. MURRAY.
ATTORNEY AT LAW,
CLOVERPOKT, KY,

Will practice in Breckenridge and
surrounding counties,
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nY 3. W, N,

Adien! adisu! denr soanes of ehildhond,
Wihere bloomed tho roses long sgoi

Where oft 1 wandersd throngh the wililwond,
And plucked the fluwers that brightly grew,

Along the bankes of old Rough River,

or Roek Liok's pmeoth and plaecid fow;
Thoughtless then, as childhood evar,

That a'er iy heart a pang would know,

Light my step, nor thought I over
That Life wiuld prove n drenry non;
Sot drenmning ¢'er that fnte might sever
Felondsnip's ties so denr to me,

Feiondahip, yes; for in my boyhomd
Kindness roapad n surs toward,

If geatitude in l:unu of childhoad
Could o'er ropay true kindne & shared.

Forget them? No, [ will not ever,
Friends who alded long sgo

With buoks o struggling boy, who never
Could to » wealthy parent go,

And seck the ald he so much needed,
From n willing hand to share,

Fur such -lmmmﬁn voild not be hoeded
Hy those whio had no sluws o spare,

Years have como and sinow departed,
And so have these 1 loved se well;

Like sututnn leaves brown and blighted
Drooping in the woodland dell,

She that I loved with youthful ardor,
When life had not its sombre buo,

[lan passed beyond the turbid river,
Aud bade to me o loog adivu,

And other friends had gone before hier,
Yos, n mother went before,

Aetoss the smran dark, rolling river,
And waited on the other shore,

Bat why repine, or droop in sorrow?
Uno by one, they drop from view;
Living to-day, they die to-morrow,
And fade from earth like morning dew,

To live again in sweet soinmunion
With the friends that went before,

And there, in bouds of aweet reunlon,
Bing His pralses evermore,

Adiau! donr gcenes of early childhood;
Adieu! those frionds T loved of yore;
Adien! yo roses of the wildwood;
I will nover seo thes more

Until we meot boyoud the river,
Where the Heavenly violots grow;

Elysian ficlds to range forever,
Brighter far thun these helow,

Adieu! yo scenes of yuuth's ambition;
Adieul the home I loved of yore;

Whate'er my fute or chunged eondition,
I will love thee evermore.

Parrieviees, Ohio County, Ky,

UNDER THE RED FLAE.

ny M. E,. RRADDON,
CHAPTER X.
WiDowKD,

It is morning, dim, early morning, duwn
pink aud penrlcolored nlove the house
tops, an odor of verdure, of lilaes and e
acins, in the fresh, sweet wir; and Kathleen
wanders pp and down the Avenue d'l1alie,
always coming back to that house which
hag been used as a prison by Citizen Seri.
zier, the leader of the 101st battalion,
From ane and from another, from many in:
formantz, whonll seemed to tell their story
differently, she has gathered the history of
the massacre, She has heard how these
harmloss Dominican Fathers were hunted
down, slanghtered like sheep in the shum:
bles, It i ufter much quesiioning that she
hears from a womnn in one of the houses
opposite the prison that there was another
victim, one who wus weither Dominican
nor subordinate of the Dominican school
—a young wan, handeome, with dark hair
wnd eyes, He would have escaped in the
meles, only he lost time in trying to save
Futher Captier, the prior; and it was only
when the prior hud fallen, when the futhers
had been ghot down all along the sireet,
that this noble youth had turned 10 fly
And then, like & young antelope, he rush-
¢d through the savage erowd, He would
bave got off even then, perkaps, if it hnd
not been for o petroleuse, a veritable she
devil, who guve the view-halloo, and rush-
od after him with half & dozen ruffians, He
fiell at the corner of & side street—that new
street to the left yonder—the woman
lhullgllt.

Kethleen listrned to the woman's story,
questioning her closely at every atnge. She
was 80 ealm in her white despair, she lis-
wned and pondered the details of the
reagedy with such a tranguil air, that one
could have hardly guessed that each word
wns o deathiblow.

“Do you recogoize this young man ns
any one belonging to you?"' asked the wo'
man, compassionately,

“I believe he was my hushand."

“Heavens, that ia sad!™

“Whose fault was h? Whose work the
mugsncre? Can you tell me thut?'

“They say hereabouts that it was Serl
gier, Colonel Serizier. He was atthe head
of it all, He ordered the Dominicans and
the others to be brought here; he ordered
them to be shot; he was thero, in the midst
of the mussaere, divesting his men, enconr
nging those vile women who were even
more savage than the federals; his own
hund fired wpon those halpless priests; he
mocked them withabusive epithets; he was
pitiless, devilisgh, marder incarnste, You
look ready 1o sink with fatigue,'’ said the
seamstress, moved with pity for KEathleen,
whose eyes wore fixed and glassy as the
oyex of denth; “come up to my room and
real; it is n poor place, but you sre wel
come. And [ can give you & cup of cotfee
ihd & Litof bread; it is not so bnd o in the
dlege."”

“Not 80 bad? the streets were not drown.
ed in blood then,” said Kathleen, “No,
you are very good, butl am not tired,"
with u ghastly smile, "1 will go and look
ut the corner whaore he fell. Stay, what
did they do with the bodies?”’

“Tne Vereaillaig came un hour after aud
oarvied them all awny."

“Where—where? ' gasped Kuthleon,

Bui the woman could not tell her
Among so many wagon-londs of dead, who
eould tell, who cared, whither one paitiou
lar butch bud been taken? Perhapn they
had all been carried to that gaping chuam
behind the chapel at Pere la Chaise, into
which the federal corpses wore flung en
masse afier the batile of Asnieres. The

yeamatress Lwl seen that common grave,

sixty corpsos waiting for recognition, o
uight 1o freeze one's blond,

Kathloan left har, und walked wearily to |

that side street, w narrow, shinbby street,
doors and windows were all closod; most of
the honses had an evil aepsct.  There was
no one standiug about whom she could
ueshion.

A lew paces from the corner of the street
uf the foor of n lamp post, she saw the spot
where the victim had fallen, A pool of
blood had stained the summer dost, 1t
was dry now, but she could see how the
corpse bad Inin in blood and mire. The
figure had printod (s outlive on the ground
There wus to other trace of the mussncre
sbout.  One vietim, wnd one only, had fall
on here.

She koelt beside that awful stain; she
watered it with her passionate tears, the
firat she had shed throaghout her pilgrim-
age of two-and-twenty hours. The church
clocks wers atriking  four.  Yesterday
morning atsix slie had left the Rue Git le
Cawur. And now she had come to the enid
of ber journey; she bad found her resting-
place. She knelt alooe, unnoticed, with
her hands clusped over her face, praying,
first for her beloved, for the repose of his
soul; then followed u prayer less pure, less
Christinn, for revenge upon his murderer,
the destroyer of her happinesa,

Who was the murderer? Not the blind,
mad mob, not even the devilish woman,
the petroleuse, lashed into erime and mur-
der by the sconrges of insurgent 1yrants
Scrizier, the man in suthovity, the wrewch
whu brought all those good fathers from
their peaceful seclusion 1o the jail and tke
shambles. It was Serizier of whom she
thought when she praved for vengeance.

"Let it come, O Lord; long or late, let
thy thunder come and strike him as he
struck them! Let thine bour of vengeance
be sure and swift! Lo, here, looking up to
Thee, I swear never to know rest or respite
till I have tracked bim to his doom!"

When she had exbausted her passion in
prayer, she calined herself, and began to
think.

She waa tired to the point of being faio
to cast hersell down upon the dusty road,
nnd to lie there till sleep or deeth came to
give her rest from the fever of her brain
and the dull aching of her bones,  But she
struggled heroically avainst this overpow-
aring lassitude, nnd went baek tothe boule-
vard, and lolbled on till she cnme to s
workman's cafe that opened enrly for the
accommodation of the neighborhood, Here
she entered, and sented bersell at n table
noar the door.

She ordered snme coffee, and the walter
hrought her a roll snd butter. She had
eaten nothing except one piece of bread
since she had kit home. The coffes and
the food revived her, and she was ehble 10
look about her, and listen to the enger
voices of the blouaes and soldiers, as they
sat enting and talking, smoking, drinking
nll at once, na it geemed to her, with their
elbows on the table, seen iudistineily in a
eloud of 1ebacco.

Suddenly vome one mentioned a name
which riveted Kathleen's attention 1o the
next table. The name was Serizior. They
were discussing the delegate of the Lith
arrundissement, the commander of the
1018t battalion,

“They say that he has decamped, this
good Serizier, the hero of our battles,"
snid one of the men,

It was time,"" answered a soldier; “ounr
eavaley were at the end of the street when
he took to his heels. They have been
hunting for him ever sinee, but the rut has
run ioto some hole where be is not easily
found, We shall have him, though, Buch
butchers must not be allowed to escape
Those good Dominiean Futhers! No, the
canaille shall not get offl”

“He is o man of yesterduy, this Serizier,
a crention of the 15th March, is he not?"
usked the other.

“He is communard smong the commun-
ards. He is & currier by trude, but be got
into trouble under the ewpire, and wis u
refogee in Belgivm up to the dth of Sep-
tember. e hates all priests with a dia-
bolien! ferocity, und has prided bimsell
upon deseceating the churches by Lis bru-
tul orgies. He is more tiger than man; but
we shall cot his claws and draw h's teeth
when we find him,"

“When we tind him, yes!" annswered 1he
other, lolling over the table, and eating hig
goup with an air of luxurious 1epose,

There wius no more said about Serizier,
and Kothleen loft, after payiog for her re
fresbment, and walked howeward slowly,
faolly, in the bright, cool morning. The
sun was rising over the heights beyond
Puris, 1t was shiniog on the faces of the
dead, on the dreadful crimson dye which
stained the streets, on rogs und talters,
sod fragwents of arms strewed thicker
than autuwn leaves on rondway und pave
ment.

It was nine o'elock when Kathleen toiled
slowly up the sinircase, and knocked with
tremulous bhand st ber sistec's door.  That
last portion of her pilgrimsge bad been the
slowest of all, She had crawled along,
helf nsleep, hardly knowing where she was
or what she was doing. Bhe had stumbled
agguinst the passorsby, und bad been we-
cused of drunkeonness wors than ones by
an entaged eitizen,  And pew, ws Maman
Schiubert opened the door, she tell into her
arms, and sank froms that wstronly bosom

to the floor in » dead Inint.

The door of the inner room=—Rose's bed:
rooth—was sjar,  Tho good Sohubert lifted
up Kethloen's lifeless form and laid it on
this sofa.  She wivistered 10 bher with the
skillfulness of ao experienced norse, and
then ran to close the dour of communicn
tion, 1sat Rose should hear too much. Al
ready Rose had inguired severnl times for
bor sister, Wis Kathleen beiter? Would
she be well enough to come Cown 1o see
Roso wnd the baby? The wother had an
iden that Kathleen would find ibe litile one
grown. Hae soomed to dovelop so quickly.
He was all perfume und bloom, like wu

opening flower, His breath was swoster
than sumner Foses

Purand wos Iying down on & matiress
sproad npon  the floor of the tiny khielen
He hind taken hin turn st the barriende lust

uight, nnd had received w bullot in the |

lleshy paet of his arm, He was foverich
with the paio of bis wound, devoured by
perpetunl thiest,

“You gond soul, what would become ol

us without you?" he said, ns be took » gleas |

of water from  Muaman Schubert's hand
“How ¢an we ever repay you?"

“My friend, do you think I need any
payment? What has o lonely old womuan
with a small annvity 1o do in this world
oxcept onre for her noighbors?  And Roge
and Kuthleen are to me as my own daugh’
ters, Did I not see them when they firat
entered Paris, footsore and dusty, but so
gentle and g0 pretty in their wenriness?
Was I notthe first 1o weloome them to
this grent city, which is now the city of
death? Heaven help ugl Lie still, and
keep your mind tranguil, my friend, and as
goon a8 | bhuve given baby hig baib-—how
he loves the water, the dear innocent!—1
will come nnd put » fresh drossing on that
poor arm,"

Madame Schubert was svrgeon, nurso,
intermediary beiween the sick room and
the outer world—everything, to the Durand
household in their affliction.

From his bed in the kitchen Philip
heard Kathleen's return—hor levhle voice
presently talkiog in low murmurs with
Madame Schabert, Sbhe was sale; she hnd
returncd.  Through fire and smeke and
carnnge she had pussed unhurmed, Here,
it lenst, was n blessed relief—one burden
lified from their weney hearts.  But be, the
husband? What of him?

Kathleen told Mudnme Schubert the sto
ry of her pilgeimnge; told how ghe had
knelt upon the blood-stained ground where
her hushand's corpse bad lain,  Bat the
good Schubert refused 1o be cunvineed,
would not gee any sufficiont evidence of
Gaston's death, What did it come to, after
all, this story which Kuthleen had heard in
the Avenue d'Linlie? A young man, name-
less, with dark bair aod eyes, had been
killed with the good fathers. Bat why
should that young mun be Gaston Morte-
war?

“There are enough
France, my fuith, with dack hair und eyes,’
snid Madame Schubort.

“Has my hushand come home?" asked
Kathleen,

The gaod Schubert shrugged ker shoul-
ders and shook her bead despondingly.

“Alus, no!"

“Thea he is dend—no mnatter how or
where, He is dead! Do you think that i
he were living he would forsake mo??
ed Kuthleen

“He muy be a prisoner.

“Would to God it were so!  But I know;
there is something here,” touching her
brenst, “something stronger than myeelf,
that tells me he fell yesterday—on thu
spol

“Kathleen," enlled a volea from beliind
the chsed door, “Kuthloen!'

Rose hal heard those mormues in the
next room, and had recognined Koathleen's

young men o

nsl é

Vinee,

Miudume Schubert grasped Kathloen's
arm o she was going to auswer that call,

“Don't go to her yet," she said. “You
will frighten hor with your ghustly face and
your dust-stained gown, Bhe was very ill
sesterdny, wenk und feverish, She is wonk
toduy, but the fever is better. She must
not be agitated in any way. Go to your
room, and wash and change your clothes
nnd come down presently looking bright
and happy."

“Tt will be easy,” snid Kathloen, with u
ghastly smile. **Yeos, [ undorstand.”

"And not & word aboot Geston or your
wanderings. We told her nothing but lics
yesterday—told her that you were in your
own bed, ill with & cold. Don't undeceive
her. Sheis so happy, poor soul, nursing
hev firit buby, Yer, even in the midst of
her new happioess, she was full of suxiery
abaut you."

“L will be careful,” sa’d Kathleen, *I
think I am getting vsed to sorrow, I ought
to be able to hide iv."

Bhe obeyed Madame Schubert in every
particular, and came back in less than an
bour, frush und bright, in ber clonn cotton
gown and black silk aprow, her lovely hair
brushed to silky softness, and coiled inn
smooth chignon at the back of ber head
She smiled nn she kissed Hoso. Bhe sat
beside the bed and rocked the kaby on her
knees, and talked to him, and cooed at
him, trying to awaken some faiut ey of in.
telligence in the little pink face, which
seemad to the mother to be full of soul

“Do you think be has grown?' arked
Rose, fondly

“I think he is wonderfully improved
since the day before yesterdny,” answered
Kuihluen,

“Improved!” Rose felt inclined to re-
went the word, Could thera be room for
improvemaent in & being 8o perfoct as that
child had been from the very Erst bhour of
lin lite? But Kathleen had vague memo-
riea of wn upnlosely redusin und spoitiness
in the infaet's earlicst idea of & conplex.
ion, and the soft, rosy tints of to-day seem
ed to her & marked advance in baby's de
valopment.

“Philip will go no wore to the barri
ender," Rora told Kathleen. “He was
wounded [n the shoulder yesterday—a very
slight wound, praise to Heaven! but encagh
to prevent his fghting any wore.”

Kuathleen heard with s shudder, She
had heard people say that all who had car
riod srws pgoinet the repulle would be
shot, A sbort abrift, wnd your back
nemingt & wall, eltizen, your waisteoat open
sl aod eight muzeles pointed &t your
huart,

“Where in Gaston?" said Rose, presont
ly. “Maman Bchubort said be was at the
office all yesterday, His nuwapuper is to
lie revived now st Paris is wore tanguil,

sho told me.

Are vou gl of that, Kuth
I lope he will ot proach revolution
We bhave had onough of the

|1 l'll.’
ANy moro
commune "

“Yoes enough—mors than enough,” snid
Kathlean, her pule lips quivering as she
turned away her head,

All that duy the sisters spent together,
Kathleen devoting hecself 1o Rose and the
l-rl]-)‘_ ﬂllli]lllg upaon ||-:Ih_ -.-vu]nulg Inl p|~
ful words; but afrer durk, when Rose had

the |

tiend of the good aud just snd innocest wnd

upen the hond of the wioked and “h

wantlo nlan

Onthe Th of June
procession of Monsignay [K‘"-b-.l\ the third
Arehihi hop of Parls

quarter of n céntiry

enme the funeral

murderod within n

II-II'I'-I' ngmy nnd

| munlesn sky the enr, with [ts long wuin ol

| silently

fullen naleep, Kuthlecn stole wwny from

the sick room jost ns Miadame Schubert re
entersd, af er having attended to her own
home affairs. Before Mudnme Schubert
had time to nsk her o question, Kuthleen
Wus gone She ran up to her own room,
put on her nent livtle bonnet
her thick bluck veil, nnd then back 1o those
terrible streets, to the stitling sinoke, the
glare of the contfagration, the teamp of
saldiery, the ery of “Stand, or | firg!”

"Any news—any news of Colonel Seri
zier?" Knthleon naks of u group of women
Ul n kireet corner

lflll l‘li‘_\' 1o nol ¢ven !.rmw who Serizior
e, They are full o) their own troubles,

and shawl,

their own fenrs, One of these weeps for o
husbiand whom she hias not seen for four
duys; called ont agninst Lis will—he, the
peaceable father of & family-<to go and
work und fght wud die at the barrienlos

Serizier? No; no one in the strecis knew
anvthing about Serizier.

What was gthis dark  rumor which the
loiterers in the strects repented 1o ench
other with awe-stricken fweus? The hos
tiges had been murdored we Lo Roguette
three days ngo, elnughtearsd within the walls
of the privon. The Archibishop of Purin,
the Cure of the Madelvine, Monsivur Bon
Jean, the Président—oighteen victims in
all.

Yen, it was true.  True, also, that at five
o'clock this afternoon, in the Liright May
sunshine, nnother band of hostages—riess
soldiers, civilinns—to the number of ity
two, had Lesn done to death by & savage
moab in the Rue Haxo, on the heiglus of
Belleville; but this uew horror had ot yet
beecome town 1alk,

It was one o’clock in the morning when
Kathleen went home, worn out by waader:
ing up and down the streets, stundizg at
the corners or on the bridges lstening to
the passers by, to the peopla who stood #t
their doors; but nowhere could she hear
awnvthing that threw new 'ght the
tragedy in the Avesue d'Linlie, of the
wreteh who had planned that Llecdy decd

wpon

CHAPTER XI.
FATHLEEXN A
”-l}' on the threshold of
hut the

LVOPATION,

WhitSur llﬂ_\'.
June,
sunt, which hitherto hns shone with pitiless

the vory dawn of sumimer;

searchiog light upon scenes of death and
horror, shines no wore. Siormy winds
beat and bluster ngninst thut feeble old
house in the Rue Git le Coour, with o sound
and fury o8 of thonder; the cannonnde of
heaven takes up the cuononade of enith,
and echoes it with twenty-fuld
Tempestuons ruin lnalies the windows, like
the wspray from & seething ocean, The
cannon of Montmurtie thunders agains
the heighee of Belleville and Menilmont
ant. The insurgents reply with
fary, blind, reckless; deluging Paris with
shells,

And while the pitiless strugele still goes
on upon the heights of Belloville, the day
of reprisils has alrondy begun for the in
surgents, From Mazas they bring o hun
dred and forty-eight prisoners; hustily hud
dled into the prison yesterday. In the
stormy Sunday mwerning,  Whitsuntide
morning, they are marched to the cemete:
ry of Pore la Chawse, among the trees and
the lowers, nnd the marble monuments of
the distinguished dead, and there, hard by
that common grave, where the murdered
archbishop and his compnnions lie in their
bloody shrouds, the federal prisoners, are
divided into batehes of ten, and shot 1o
death. They die bravely, joining hands
and erying, “"Long live the commune!"
with their last breath,

In the prison of Little Roqaette, at about
the same hour, two hundred wnd twenty:
seven insurgents meet the samo doom; not
quite 80 boldly, fur some of thase, said an
eyowitness, were snivellers, and begged
for mercy.

The finul hour has come; those shells are
verily the death-rattle of the commune,
Thirty thousand men ware wuid to be con:
centrated apon this point of Paris, where
they have built up giant barricades, almost
impenotrable  fortresses, communicating
with each other by underground passages,
n wonder of rovgh andrendy wasonry and
skill,  They wre held in this supreme hour
by men of deiperate courage, wen who
have sworn not to surrender

Two o'clock on that stormy Babbath,
and 5o far there has been neither rest nor
rospite,  Cannon, mitrailleure, chassepot,
thundering, rattling, roaring, hissing but
now, a8 the afternoon wesrs on, thers tomes
intervels of silence.  The eannonude § uus
o8 10 draw broath. The sounds of buttle
seem wore remote—they die away in the
distance. Then silence.

Silencel  Are they all dead?

This is Sunday, the day when the labor
or rosts from  hin toil; Lot to-duy there hns
been only oue laborer, and his name s
Deuth.

Evening, and for the firat time fur muany
'l'l:l’kl nlid many l!u.}n 10 more cannon
Oh, happy silence, silonce of peacel Of
should we not rather say silence of denth?

A column of six thousund prisoncrs who
have survendered at Bellaville slowly defile
along the boulevard; wnd thia in verily the
end. Yes, the cup of desolation has been
drained o the dregs.  There have been the
sward 1o slay and the dogs 10 laar, and the
fowls of the heaven snd the beasts of the
sarth to dovonr and deetroy, s in ihe day
of the prophet; only, the dogs have been
human bessts; and the whirlwind of the
Lord has gona forth with lury, n eonting:
lng whivlwind, nad It has fallen with pain

power

suvage

| lhnqil"i?hlv' !llll' awiul illla-m:'l-. only T

monrners, sildiers, prople,  solemnly
dofiled nlung the quags, past 1he

still

MANEiGne,

'IIlrlu‘flr‘-lilu-_g rins ol
Nag roll of detinis

puluces nnd
o funern!
rh_\'lllrllir.lﬂ tread wif Fln‘ anldiars, 1h liullow
I thie dumbness
of n troken-honrted vity, n city reeking |
with bloud newly shed, the wartyr was |
cartiod to histomb in the grom q-nilu dinl
=lnut stnge of w Journey that had known
80 many hnlting-placos-
prison (o prison, and then to the eommon
gruve at Pere ln Chaide, from thers 1o the |
bed of state in 1he nrehiepiseapnl puluce, |

rumole of Fancaryinges,

dismal fithin

and now to 1he fual resting place
the historie dend,

In the Rue Git le Coue life lind resumed
ite wanted way, save for one emipty place

|
wwong |

Rose was again astir, the onreful mansger |
the attentive wifs, nursing her baby, 1 uny
with ber domestic work, cleaning, couking
keeping the littde apartmont as neat andl
bright ns n paluen

Thetre were lowers on
the window sill ngain, & bunech of fowers
on the talile at which Ph I.]n wrote or ropd
u boguet of lillies of the valley, purs
epotless, telling no tale of n ruined city, o
humilinted  and i
Within, by the domestic  henrtl, sl
pesce.  Philip's arm sas slowly wending
Ho was able evon 1o work n Hitle ut thi

impoverished ntion

Wils

. ; : Jiiini2
mmons earved sidebonrd in hi= workshop

or to biring one of the panels into Lis wife's

sitting-room, to sit there by the Gpen
winduw, ehigelling o gronp of frult, Livd, op
tish, and whisiling sofily to himeell us he

worked, while

Rose set in her rocking
chuir erooning to her sloeping babe

And Kathleen, the widowed, (he beard
broken, what was hot lile in those days of
restored [!!'uq'l",' She voery '.i ulet,

She bore her sorrow with o silent resig:

Wit !

nution which was more puthetic thun loud

wailings or paesionate tenrs. But Iose

#ould huve liked bettor to xee bhor wer il
more,  That YWoodless fuee, those fixed l
wid holluw exes. that slow snd henvy step
—tho step which had onoe been s Tight !
und swift upon the stair—those I ug inter l
vals of silence and upnthy, were ot these |
the indicntions ot a broken honrt? l
Rige Durand Jdid

comfort the monrier

all in ber power to |

She tried 1o per
Wt
ment an the upper story, wnd to oo upy
Httle room off Philip's work-shop—n mere

sunde hee sigter 1o surrender the

closet; but Rose could furnish it nnd make
it & prewy vest for her darling; wnd then
Kuthleen would be her child again, alwnys
under her watehful care,  Shewoull »!m‘n-
all their meals, live with them altogether:
ond the compuuy of (he little one, who
showed himselt full of intelligence, would
soothe and nmuse her,
“You ure very good doar," anawered
Kiuthleen meekly, wheo this schome wis
prossed cpon her; Yyou and Philip have
e | lll.' 1)
live dlone, just now. T am naot i oo mpany !
for any one.  And again, H—if—"wiili u
profound sigh, "if—he should come buek
und find his voom altered, his
turbed—it would it I had not
t'l-n"_v loved him.'
Rose was silent,
had supposed that

heen !l goodness 14 wo,

bovks dis

RECH) us

Till this moment ghe

Rathleon wps nhso-
lutely convineed of ber hussnnd's desth
that the black gown she wore was (he sign
of hopeless  widowhood; hut tiese words
told of a lingering hove, and after thia
Rose no longer urged her sister 1o give up
the upartment. It was betier sho should
o on hoping until the thin theend of hope
wore out, than that she should sink sll at
onc into the gulf of an absclute despair,
Better, 100, that she should have the duily
occupation of arranging her rooms, dusting
Gaston's books, opening a volume now snd
then und luoking st o page, as i it hold his
own words. Thero were pnges of Musset's
postey which seemed to speak o lher in
their brief married life. Sho knew all his |
books, and kvew the mensurs of his love
for ench.

In all her wanderiog, Kathloen had ss
yet heard nothing of the wissing Serizier, |
The people whom ghe questioned were
either denscly ignorant, or thoy were in.
tdifferent, shragged their shoulders belloved
that Serizier had been kilted on one of the
binrricades at Balleville yonder, or that he
had beoen shot at Muzas with o gang of in-
AUTEOnLs.

At last, however, one tender June
ovening, when the storied windows of Notre
Dume flung broken colored lights, like
seattertd jowels, upon the pluvid Yosom ot
the Seine, bard by 1he Morgue, which lay
low in the shadow yonder, like the blnck
hull of some slave-ship, Kathleen, stunding
by the low parapet, listening to the deep-
toned harmonivs of the distant organ, beard
two mem talking of Serizior,

“He got off, sure enough,” mald one
“Heo was cleveror than Theophile Forre, of
Raovul Rigault, or Megy, uud the rest of
them. 1 met him afier dark, on the 20k |
of May, in the Place Jeanne d'Are.  He
was in a fover of fught, poor wintoh,
ahinking froth head to foot with agitation
und exoitement.  Aftter all, there is o
differenoe in killing and being killed; aud
Serigior thovght his tuen had come. His
boots wnd trovkers were red with the hlood |
of the Dowinignns, and he compigined of
having to wear o uniform that ®an likely
to boirug hisideniiny,  He was colonel of
tne 1008t battalion, you may remember,
and had boen vory proud of his unifurm—
bull dog that he was ~ Well, he had pover
done me any good torn  that I eould re
mumber ; but one is glad 10 hide & hunied
beast when the hounds are close upon ki ‘
so I told bim T had o marcied sister living
in the Rue Clistean dos Routio, und thas |
Levuld got him sheltor in hor lodging, |

"

30,

| Inr

| him ta bdde in Daris Jusr then,

N o 5 £ i
which wia on the graund flaor, at the Line

looking into & walled yard—n s f kéony

‘

for ufly dog ta Le in.  He Jomped wi t)
Y ' '

ofter, nnd 1 touk him 10 my sheter’'s ploes

gave him n supper. and o hit of carper 1

lie wpon, wnd a blouss and » rair of loe

his fine

n exvhunge for fenthng

and lent Lim w rator to eut off | i milhear
vand al break of day hin left un

droased

mustaihe

un dlaved, and like o work
wnn,”
\-I! s ond '-:u:‘

that

thal be gail put of
Parls morning 2 wnked 1
mnh.

“He wan o fool if he did nor, batirie a

fark chiwnes ™

\T utlier

“Th fluestion in, whather he bhind n
chines, all-dag modeleof his woulid
not e vasily  forgotton, and the ROYOTA
ment wns haed on hie ek on pecount of
the alangliinr of the Dom means, which
renily wos o little 1om muol: even we of
Hie !”"'l\- thotal th ught hee hd [ LE T D ]

I showld think b would b ensice for

Perthupe: |

e

ut ”-"h' Lists hepn p‘.l-r:". rf
I dure

e W earrier in

sinee lor him to got clenr off

any ho i Nying Ny hig crnl

in one of the hig provinein] (owns Ha

wanld hiwve to live hy Miw renede, for 1 know
he enwrvicd no maney with Lim when he
mnde off (hat morning

\ 1

gained, ne

roer!  Hoere WK et el o g

leumt Ratlhileen  thongzhs

Until thim momant shie hd not known 1he

originul avoention of the wartior Setizler
veommanddet of the Tamtous 10151, the
hero of Isey nnd Chmillon. A

Here won o falling off indoed for the Ajhx

carrier
of the guller !

Cae of the big provineia! towhs! Alas,
this wis indend ik vague clue Roueq,
names

Knth-
went slowly homewnrd,

[l!‘

Pt wis sotiething for het to know

Havre, Lyons, Tours, Rennes—ihe

ol n doxen grent cities enme into
lean's mind ws shi
lived ;

I
lived 1o expinte his erime, to suffer as sho

Lilewnd ”<

life, her Lealn, hee lioatr shigudd be devatod

downenst and  disheartened

siflered, o rettder Blood  for
ta e tisk of finding him ; ber hand should

ot Joien oot to the luw Die lind  outenged

A that vight Kathileen lny broad awuko,
staring at the easement oppodite hor bed
wod when day dawned—the gweot stutimer
dawn that CRINE 8O S00n she Fprung up,

and legan o wash and decss. Her plan
was [urmod,
18 belure nny of the

PPara

She was in the str
shops were opened. belore workudoy
L] -
sluggarid, whntever het tices—wand be-

Al elevon o'clotk she was

LT
ginning 1o siir.
In w emall ofice in the Murais—an office 1o

which shie bad gone with I:Ii».‘}}'ll'_":l":'ll

soon altdr their Arat of ming ta Paris, toin-
It was » ll-,_';-h) for ser-

quire for work

vants, for clerks In n small way, aud for

Here she ushed bow musny enr-
sy

- Gpimen
riers’ workshops there were in Parls
thought ihece wonld be serernl—ten per-
haps. or oven twenty

The ngent gave hor o trade rﬁrl-mr‘r_r_
apenud it for her ot & page headed “'Cuor-
riera"" There wore two hundred and thiviys
two workshops, at nuy one of which the man
Serizier might be plying his 1rade

Tt will be labesr than T thovght,” Kw

Toen said to hersell, ne shie stood o desk
in the ahadow st the bnck of the Litthe ol
fi o copying that long list of names wnd

il'*'lrl"‘l_".

Two hundred and thirty-twa worksbops !
There were numes of strects which she hind
nover hoard of—districts, subiurbs, of wlost
very existence sho wos i;;r-urunl'. The work
of copying those sddresses ulove vecupivd
her for nearly two hours; she wag so cureful
to wrile overy addresa correctly, to be sure
af every nanie,

When ber tnsk wns done
agent two fraues for the vse of book, ink
and paper, dod weked Litm whero she conld

“' J reetd 1’“!‘

she gave tha

buy n good map of Paris.

| to n shap in the next gtroet, where sho got

whit she wanted; and this doue, shie went
home

From that hour Rathleen's health seemed
to improve; both mentally and physieally
there wik a change for the better.  Hereye
had & steadior light; thore seemed lews of

exaltation, of leverish excitement Her
whole being seemed bepoed and strength.
ened as if by some heroi¢ purposo, Yet

there were times when the light in thoso
siondtust oxex, the marblo lines of the lirm-
Iy wit Hps, were slmost awtul

¥ What 8 woman that is, that sisterin Jaw
of youra!" said Durand’s artist friend, the
greybenrd who hnd Leen one of the witnesses
nt the douhle ll'm“lhu “Thuatr face wonldd
he magnifitem for Jael or Judith, for Char-
lotte Chirday or Sulammbo.  Thut gif] Ie
capable of aoy thing strange of herole or
deadly, Bhe has the tenacity of an In-
dion”

Darand smiled sadly and ineredulonsly,
“"Foor child, how little you b !"
he res| anded, " Yuou vlover men are 5o ennjs
Iy led awny by & funey
of the gentlest wouls | kpow

know

Kethlown is unm
She ndored
her hushand, and her geiof at bhis denth hog
turned her a little hers,” pofuting to lna
forehend,  "But she in incapable of uny
violent net"

"Blie is as capalilc of o geent erime iy o
great cause as Charloite Curday wis: the
gontlest of nouls, she, B she Lok the knile
in her hund to slay ane wham she deemed
the scourge of her tonuntry
nway by faneies, Purand,

I nm not led
I"lll'l" are !\’-rn
puges to the vxe of o painter. 1 onn read
that one; wud koow what it means,”

Fhilip ook thisas the Mnsion of in hnhige
onl drenmer, nod sitsehed no weighy tothe
Kuthleen had glvon
caure for unensiness since she

menoed ber senrch lor Serixi r

apinion thet no
lind enms

Her lite

| possed with alowwt mefhunleul reguluriny,

Nhe leh the !'jl R Gvapy

HuVeh

moining belore
rlitpebiins @ om befl pe Bx, Nhe l'-ml
been chiveved to g0 on my early na five,
She pame bome nguin ut nug hour biweon
niong wrd eloven, breakfastold nloos iy heg
own sittiug voom, did her hobsowork, here
Hide bit of murketing, and then lept or
rentisd lor wn hour ar 1wo, Then, latish in
the alternoon, she went out & £8in, 1o selurn
wler durk.

This wan ber matnet of 1o, as pcen by
her sister and her sister's hasband. Ty y‘
pusaled themselvos excordingly me o ile
natare of the wmployment which olliged
her to koep such corious hours, They alhs
od, und wondervd wud spuculuted ; bat they
did wot veniure 1o question hor,  She

\Wontinwed un Pourth Page.)
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